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world I know very well what ideas to appeal to, and what I must express. " Seraphita " has nothing of earth; if she loved, if she doubted, if she suffered, if she were influenceable by anything terrestrial, she would not be the angel. No one in Paris has comprehended the vision of old David, when he speaks of the efforts of all the elementary substances to recover their creature with the spirit she has conquered; whereas they can have nought "but her mortal remains. Seraphita is, as it were, a flower of the globe; all that has nourished her yearns after her. The " Path to God " is a far more lofty religion than that of Bossuet; it is the religion of Saint Teresa, of Fenelon, of Swedenborg, of Jacob Boehm, and of M. Saint-Martin.
But I am repeating myself. Your belief leads to it as much as mine. I thought I was making a beautiful and grand work, but I may have deceived myself. It is what it is ; and it is now delivered over to the disputes of this world.
At the moment when I write you have doubtless read the " Lys dans la Vallee," another Seraphita, who, this one, is orthodox. But I will not say anything more about them. Literature and its accompaniments bore me. "When a book is done, I like to forget it; I do forget it; and I never return to it except to purge its faults a year or two later. You will read the book in its flesh, not its skeleton, and I hope it may give you pleasure.
I have undertaken to do here the two volumes for Madame BSchet, as I must have written you before I left Paris. Touraiue has given me back some health, but at the moment I was working most, with your letter came a letter from a friend, who sent me a puff of vexations. Such things dishearten one for living. Happily, the book I am now writing, "Illusions Perdues," is sufficiently in that tone. All that I can put into it of bitter sadness will do marvellously well. It is one of the "novels" that will be understood. It is breast-high of all men.